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Muslim: Nobody’s Beast

Kristine Ong Muslim
NOBODY S BEAST
after Paul Booth’s “Defiance”
Oil on textured board, 24 x 48 inches.

When Jenna found the child inside the Kellogg’s cereal box, its pink
form was just as big as her outstretched palm. This child-thing, she later
discovered, was different from those she had collected from other cereal
boxes. Most of them died within the day. This, though, could be the one.
It did not cry or ask for milk like the ones before it. But after a day or two,
whenever it felt an itch or grew hungry, Jenna began to feel the same thing.
She fed it just enough raisins and corn so it would grow slowly, slowly
enough for it not to want any nurturing care she was not accustomed to
giving.
She kept the child in an old litter box she had found under the sink,
the one used for her first pet, Ducky, the irradiated dog that had two tails and
would not bark.
The first few days were the hardest. Whenever it stirred in its sleep,
Jenna felt restlessness. She would mess up her spreadsheets so badly, would
h ve to build everything again from scratch. It was a small price to pay for
keeping a child.
When the child-thing was one year old, it had grown to the size of
two of Jenna’s outstretched palms placed side by side. It had the features
of a normal toddler, only much smaller. There were times when it would
wake in the middle of the night and crawl towards Jenna’s belly. That was
the tendency of the cereal box babies as outlined on the box. They were not
born the usual way so they were attracted to the womb. Swatting it away,
Jenna heard the creature whimper, ending up at the bottom of the bed.
She could have thrown it away on the first day. Eat the cereal and discard
the prize. That was what most people did. Nobody wanted a kid whose ears
would not fall out. Nobody wanted a kid who would not cry.
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